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THE WIFE == a play by Frank B. Ford 


A few abstract art objects surround a table and two chairs. 
Upon the table: coffee, cups, crackers, butter, cheese, a small 
pile of folded clothes, a tennis bag with the racket held by 
a side buckle. A thirtyish couple are seated. 
He: We'll go no more a-jogging by the light of the moon. 
She: Or any other time. 


He: You've never been much into sweat. 


Shes Have you? 
To me , 

He: /(rising from table to pace) it's a sign of disintegration, chao, 

Shes That bad? 

He: Fear. I can't afford-- 

She: You must've had a little. In your line. 

He: I'd stop then. Wrap it up. Totally. 


She: That's your cold side. Would a little sweat hurt that much? 
I don't know. How would I? 


He: That's my cold side. Yes. And yes it would. And, of course, 
you can't be in on it. 


Shes: Of course not. 


. He: There's no way. 
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She: Nope. Ever wish to refrain? 

He: (waving arm) It buys what I love. 
Shes: Stop when you come to me. 

He: Is something wrong? Really wrong? 


She: Everything's fine. You're married to your art. I'm trying 
to be married to you. 


Hes My job's a technology, like Mobil or Arco. They support pubjic 
television; I support my habit. Sat : 
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She: Coldly. 

He: Cooly. As they do. 

She: I said art. You're married to your art. 
(He sits down, pours coffee, stares into cup) 


He: Figure of speech. In this, uh, tentative time I must only 
float facts around, poke them...all perspectives. I'm sorry. 


She: Whatever. Tuesday at eleven you think? 
He: I know. I must know. : 


She: Broiled flounder. Spinach salad with light oil and a touch 
of lemon juice. Lightest lightest driest driest white wine. 


He: Almonds on a silver dish. 

She: Done. Even to the seven almonds on a silver dish. 

He: (touching her hand) I'm sorry. 

She: Don't be. The commonplace marriage can't be made tragic. 
Itm in the middle, my elbows drawn in , my breath held. 


Waiting. Life won't happen when it can't. It rushes; I compact. 


He: Nothing can be changed. I had to push away. Into it. 
The precision it takes...backups...alternatives. 


She: It hurts to, but I understand. 
Lari At 
He: q We..ewhen I get back...we'll-~ 
She: Stop! You're in that other world again. Your perfect one. 
He: It better be. 


She: I'll hold on. There are memories and not that far back. 
They'll flow over this. 


He: Over caves of pure ice. 
She: That's a figure of speech. 
He: Makes me feel good—-as if some part of me watches out for me. 


She: You're the best. Feel good or bad. You're still the best. 
And I'm alwavs looking out for you. 


He: The best. Supply and demand. 


She: There's only one of you. 
J 


don 
He: So far. By the way, please/goto the state store. Go to Delaware, 
that liquor store at Silverside and Foulk. They have the cases 
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He (cont ) on the floor. Walk between then. Read the labels and 
ask the guys there. I'm not a connoisseur in wine. 
My art'd be jealous. 


She: That's my small part of things. Don't ever worry about that. 
It's not enough but we can talk. 


He: Really! I can't see..s«. And I wish you wouldn't=-=— 
(taking article from top of clothes pile) 

She: /ie’ll see. Now don't get upset. (standing to display it) 
Let's look at this nice tennis outfit here. Jazzy! 

He: Just right. Thank you. 

She: Washed twice. 

He: It looks very nice. Justiright. 

Shes Thank you. Will you wear it now? (He takes it.) 


He: No. I'll=--(placing it loosely in bag) I'm going to Philadelphia 
first, buy some prints. (She sits.) 


She: You're feeling confident. 

He: Yes. Just right. Putting alittle shock absorber in front. 
Shes: Carefullll1l1. Revealing too much. 

Hes You're probably correct. 


She: I won't report it. 


He: I'd be grateful. 


She: And then? After spending our hardearned money on prints? 
Just the facts please. 


He: West Chester. 
Shes So close? 
He: West Chester. Hawaii. Same. Totally alone. Totally controlled. 
She: And having no fun. Poor fellow! 

He: A little. In a manner of speaking. At a point. 

Shes: In West Cheter—Hawaii. 

He: Design vastly different. 

She: West Chester's? 

He: Simple. Why I'm so preoccupied. Or have been. I'm satisfied 
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(cont) now. I have the picture. Just walk into it. It's done. 
You're an artist yourself. 


I'm a technician. Ninety nine percent. An artist spills over 
lines I hold to. His passion reveals. 


(indicating room) Passion? 
Forms of. I feel. 
And you have to get more. Of these forms of passion. 
Are they what you think of when—-? (sings) Do you ever 
think of me? 


I don't think about anything. If I did {i'd quit. 
Any blunting would be horrible. 


(false bass) The West Chester Plan? 
I'd rather note 

(indicating space with two fingers) Thisssss much? 
All right. But even less. 

Don't fall apart. (He laughs.) Now that's rare. 


Only lately. 

And the other latelys. (He gets giggly.) 
Isn't this foolish? I can't stop! 

You must! We're soldiers herel 

Anyway-~- (She goes to him, sits on his lap.) 
Yahsssssss? 

This is serious. 


I'll say. (He pushes her gently up, leads her to her chair. ) 
I was hoping to show a warmer form of passion. Success guaranteed. 


That would be ridiculous. 

(in a mock sob as Behe eave) No risk. 
(putting a foot up on/chair) Anyway. If you're still interested— 
Anything! 


Fellow jogs at the college there. Quite fat so he waits 
till the cool of the evening. 
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She: (sings) Tell him I'11 be here. 


He: (buttering cracker) Driver parks at the stadium and our friend 


heads down special road they have there...overflow traffic. 
Football games. I sit tennis bleachers (taps bag 
waiting for partner. 
(whispers ) 
She: /The ole nonexistent partner. 


He: When I see the car I stroll into the woods. Students walk 
in there a lot. Lovers. 


She: Lovely word. 

Hes But not in summer. 

Shes Of course note Lovely lovely woods. 
Hes: Cut across to a point where the road-—=— 


Shes Bang bang you're dead! It's for technology and art and 
no love in the woods. 


| He: They prefer a knife. 

She: Oh? 

He: Some personal thing. 

She: By all means. (rummages in bag) Oh! 
He: They call the tune. 

She: And you in white! 


He: Don't worry. 


She: . (slowly rising from chair) He runs. Heavily. You hear 
panting, full...slapping footfalls. As he becomes larger 
there's a aaa sort of phosphorescent rim around him, color 
of chalk but darkening. Trees behindghim are going black and 
he wears a powder blue jogging suit with white piping taking 
on the color of that pale, glowing rim around him. 


Suit itself sort of flashes under open spaces in the trees. 
I see his glisteningfips, his mouth swallowing light. 


Gone eyes when you slash in white white white! Flashing up! 
Hes: For one instant I live on an exploding star! 
Shes: (sits, suddenly calm ) I see dark blood hanging as if painted 


onp pane of glass, his blurry collapse behind it. Mixed-in 
tints of black and purple from the trees and sky. 
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He: (zipping bag) At any rate- 


She: I am the runner, running alone, my feet lifting up thin puddles 
of light. I am exhausted and afraid. I am exhausted and afraid. 
The trees are falling, the road cracks and slides, blood coils 
up from my mouth. 


-He: (starting to exit with bag) Don't worry. You're not into sweat. 


Shes Kill me. 
(She starts from chair but is arrested by his coming back.) 
Hes Don't be silly. You're fine. 
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ies Ga ding from table to pace) it's a sign of disintegration, éhaset 
She: That bad? | 
He: Fear. I can't afford-— 

She: You must've had a little. In your line. 
He: I'd stop then. Wrap it up. Totally. 


She: That's your cold side. Would a little sweat hurt that much? 
I don't know. How would I? 


He: That's my cold side. Yes. And yes it would. And, of course, 
you can't be in on it. 


Shes Of course not. 

He: There's no way. 

She: Nope. Ever wish to refrain? 

Hes (waving arm) It buys what I love. 
Shes Stop when you come to mee 

He: Is something wrong? Really wrong? 


She: Everything's fine. You're married to your art. I'm trying 
to be married to you. 


He: My job's a technology, like Mobil or Arco. They support public 
television; I support my habit. 
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Shes: Coldly. 

He: Cooly. As they do. 

She: I said art. You're married to your art. 
(He sits down, pours coffee, stares into cup) 


He: Figure of speech. In this, uh, tentative time I must only 
float facts around, poke them...all perspectives. I'm sorry. 


She: Whatever. Tuesday at eleven you think? 
He: I know. I must know. 


She: Broiled flounder. Spinach salad with light oil and a touch 
of lemon juice. Lightest lightest driest driest white wine. 


He: Almonds on a silver dish. 

Shes Done. Even to the seven almonds on a silver dish. 

He: (touching her hand) I'm sorry. 

She: Don't be. The commonplace marriage can't be made tragic. 
I’m in the middle, my elbows drawn in , my breath held. 


Waiting. Life won't happen when it can't. It rushes; I compact. 


He: Nothing can be changed. I had to push away. Into it. 
The precision it takes...backups...alternatives. 


She: It hurts to, but I understand. 
Lari€tin 
He: , We...when I get back...we'll-— 
Shes Stop! You're in that other world again. Your perfect one. 
He: It better be. 


Shes: I'll hold on. There are memories and not that far back. 
They'll flow over this. 


He: Over caves of pure ice. 
She: That's a figure of speech. 
He: Makes me feel good=—-<as if some part of me watches out for me. 


She: You're the best. Feel good or bad. You're still the best. 
And I'm always looking out for you. 


He: The best. Supply and demand. 


Shes There's only one of you. 
don't 
He: So far. By the way, please/goto the state store. Go to Delaware, 
that liquor store at Silverside and Foulk. They have the cases 
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(cont) on the floor. Walk between them. Read the labels and 
ask the guys there. I'm not a connoisseur in wine. i 


My art'd be jealous. 


That's my small part of things. 
It's not enough but we can talk. 


Don't ever worry about that. 


Really! I can't see...- And I wish you wouldn't-— 


(taking article from top of clothe 
/We'll see. Now don't get upset. 


s pile) 
(standing to display it) 


Let's look at this nice tennis outfit here. Jazzy! 


Just right. Thank you. 
Washed twice. 


It looks very nice. Justright. 


Thank you. Will you wear it now? (He takes it.) 


No. I'll-~(placing it loosely in 
first, buy some prints. (She sits. 


You're feeling confident. 


bag) I'm going to Philadelphia 


Yes. Just right. Putting alittle shock absorber in front. 


Carefullllll. Revealing too much. 
You're probably correct. 
I won't report it. 


I'd be grateful. 


And then? After spending our hardearned money on prints? 


Just the facts please. 
West Chester. 


So close? 


West Chester. Hawaii. Same. Totally alone. Totally controlled. 


And having no fun. Poor fellow! 


A little. In a manner of speaking. At a point. 


In West Cheter—Hawaii. 
Design vastly different. 
West Chester's? 


Simple. Why I'm so preoccupied. 


Or have been. I'm satisfied 
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She: (sings) Tell him I'll be here. 

He: (buttering cracker) Driver parks at the stadium and our friend 
heads down special road they have there...overflow traffic. 
Football games. I sit tennis bleachers (taps bag) 
waiting for partner. 

(whispers ) 
She: /The ole nonexistent partner. 


He: When I see the car I stroll into the woods. Students walk 
in there a lot. Lovers. 


She: Lovely word. 

Hes But not in summer. 

Shes Of course note Lovely lovely woods. 
Hes Cut across to a point where the road— 


She: Bang bang you're dead! It's for technology and art and 
no love in the woods. 


He: They prefer a knife. 

She: Oh? 

Hes Some personal thing. 

She: By all means. (rummages in bag) Oh! 

Hes: They call the tune. 

Shes And you in white! 

Hes Don't worry. 

She: (slowly rising from chair) He runs. Heavily. You hear 
panting, full...slapping footfalls. As he becomes larger 
there's a a aa sort of phosphorescent rim around him, color 
of chalk but darkening. Trees behindhim are going black and 


he wears a powder blue jogging suit with white piping taking 
on the color of that pale, glowing rim around him. 


Suit itself sort of flashes under open spaces in the trees. 
I see his glisteninglips his mouth swallowing light. 
Gone eyes when you slash in white white white! Flashing up! 
He: For one instant I live on an exploding star! 
She: (sits, suddenly calm ) I see dark blood hanging as if painted 


onp pane of glass, his blurry collapse behind it. Mixed-in 
tints of black and purple from the trees and sky. 
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Upon the table: coffee, cups, crackers, butter, cheese, a small 
pile of folded clothes, a tennis bag with the racket held by 
a side buckle. A thirtyish couple are seated. 
He: We'll go no more a=-jogging by the light of the moon. 
She: Or any other time. 
He: You've never been much into sweat. 
Shes: Have you? 
o me 
He: /(rising from table to pace) it's a sign of disintegration, chaos. 
Shes: That bad? 
Hes Fear. I can't afford-- 
She: You must've had a little. In your line. 
He: I'd stop then. Wrap it up. Totally. 


She: That's your cold side. Would a little sweat hurt that much? 
I don’t know. How would I? 


He: That's my cold side. Yes. And yes it would. And, of course, 
you can't be in on it. 


She: Of course not. 

Hes There's no way. 

She: Nope. Ever wish to refrain? 

He: (waving arm) It buys what I love. 
She: Stop when you come to me. 

He: Is something wrong? Really wrong? 


She: Everything's fine. You're married to your art. I'm trying 
to be married to you. 


He: My job’s a technology, like Mobil or Arco. They support public 
television; I support my habit. 
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He: /(rising from table to pace ) it's a sign of disintegration, chaos. 
She: That bad? 
He: Fear. I can't afford-- 


She: You must've had a little. In your line. 


He: I'd stop then. Wrap it up. Totally. 


She: That's your cold side. Would a little sweat hurt that much? 
I don't know. . How would I? 


He: That's my cold side. Yes. And yes it would. And, of course, 
you can't be in on it. 


She: Of course not. 
He: There's no way. 
. She: Nope. Ever wish to refrain? 
He: (waving arm) It buys what I love. 
She: Stop when you come to me. 
He: Is something wrong? Really wrong? 


She: Everything's fine. You're married to your art. I'm trying 
to be married to you. 


He: My job's a technology, like Mobil or Arco. They support public 
television; I support my habit. 
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To me 
He: /(rising from table to pace) it's a sign of disintegration, chaos. 
She: That bad? 
He: Fear. I can't afford-— 
Shes: You must've had a little. In your line. 
He: I'd stop then. Wrap it up. Totally. 


She: That's your cold side. Would a little sweat hurt that much? 
I don't know. How would 1? 


He: That's my cold side. Yes. And yes it would. And, of course, 
you can't be in on it. 


She: Of course not. 

He: There's no way. 

She: Nope. Ever wish to refrain? 

Hes (waving arm) It buys what I love. 
She: Stop when you come to me. 

He: Is something wrong? Really wrong? 


She: Everything's fine. You're married to your art. I'm trying 
to be married to you. 


He: My job's a technology, like Mobil or Arco. They support public 
television; I support my habit. 
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He ¢ 


She : 


He: 


(zipping bag) At any rate~= 
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ZL am the runner, running alone, my feet lifting up thin puddles 


of light. I am exhausted and afraid. 


I am exhausted and afraid. 


The trees are falling, the road cracks and slides, blood coils 


up from my mouth. 


(starting to exit with bag) Don't worry. You're not into sweat. 


Kill me. 
(She starts from chair but is arrested 
Don't be silly. You're fine. 


by his coming back.) 


He: 
Shes 


He: 


She: 
Hes 
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(cont) now. I have the picture. Just walk into it. it's done. 
You're an artist yourself, 


I'm a technician. Ninety nine percent. An artist spills over 
lines I hold to. His passion reveals. 


(indicating room) Passion? 
Forms of. I feel. 

And you have to get more. Of these forms of passion. 
Are they what you think of when--? (sings) Do you ever 
think of me? 


I don't think about anything. If I did I'd quit. 
Any blunting would be horrible. 


(false bass) The West Chester Plan? 
I'd rather not. 

(indicating space with two fingers) Thisssss much? 
All right. But even less. 

Don't fall apart. (He laughs.) Now that's rare. 
Only lately. 

And the other latelys. (He gets giggly.) 
Isn't this foolish? I can't stop! 

You must! We're soldiers herel 
Anyway-= (She goes to him, sits on his lap.) 
Yahsssssss? 
This is serious. 


I'll say. (He pushes her gently up, leads her to her chair.) 
I was hoping to show a warmer form of passion. Success guaranteed. 


That would be ridiculous. 

(in a mock sob as she sits) No risk. 
(putting a foot up Stee) Anyway. If you're still interested— 
Anything! 


Fellow jogs at the college there. Quite fat so he waits 
till the cool of the evening. 


She: Coldly. 

Het Cooly. As they do. 

She: I said art. You're married to your art. 
(He sits down, pours coffee, stares into cup) 


He: Figure of speech. In this, uh, tentative time I must only 
float facts around, poke them...all perspectives. I'm sorry. 


She: Whatever. ‘Tuesday at eleven you think? 
He: TI know. I must know. 


She: Broiled flounder. Spinach salad with light oil and a touch 
of lemon juice. Lightest lightest driest driest white wine. 


He: Almonds on a silver dish. 

She: Done. Even to the seven almonds on a silver dish. 

He: (touching her hand) I'm sorry. 

She: Don't be. The commonplace marriage can't be made tragic. 


I'm in the middle, my elbows drawn in , my breath held. 
Waiting. Life won't happen when it can't. It rushes; I compact. 


He: Nothing can be changed. TI had to push away. Into it. 
The precision it takes...backups...alternatives. 


She: It hurts to, but I understand. 
Cay. yn 
He: , We..ewh T met back...we'll-= 
She: Stop! You're in that other world again. Your perfect one. 
He: It better be. 


She: I'll hold or. There are memories and not that far back. 
They'll flow over this. 


He: Over caves of pure ice. 
She: That's a firure of speech. 
He: Makes me feel good——as if some part of me watches out for me. 


She: You're the best. Feel good or bad. You're still the best. 
And I'm always looking out for you. 


He: The best. Supply and demand. 
She: There's only one of you. 


don't 
Hes So far. By the way, please/gqto the state store. Go to Delaware 
that liquor store at Silverside and Foulk. Tney have the cases 
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He: (cont) on the floor. Walk between them. Read the labels and 
ask the guys there. I'm not a connoisseur in wine. 
My art'd be jealous. 


She: That's my small part of things. Don't ever worry about taat. 
It’s not enough but we can talk. 


He: Really! I can't S€€eeree And I wish you wouldn't-- 
(taking article from top of clothes pile) 

Shes /We'll see. Now don't get upset. (standing to display it ) 
Let's look at this nice tennis outfit here. Jazzy! 

He: Just right. Thank you. 

Shes Washed twice. 

He: It looks very nice. Justright. 

She: Thank you. Will you wear it now? (He takes it.) 


He: No. I'll—(placing it loosely in bag) I'm going to Philadelphia 
first, buy some prints. (She sits.) 


She: You're feeling confident. 
He: Yes. Just right. Putting a little shock absorber in front. 


She:. Carefulll111, Revealing too muche 


Hes You're probably correct. 
She: I won't report it. 
Hes I'd be grateful. 


She: And then? After spending our hardearned money on prints? 
Just the facts please. 


He: West Chester. 

She: So close? 

He: West Chester. Hawaii. Same. Totally aione. Totally controlled. 
She: And having no fun. Poor fellow! 

He: A little. In a manner of speaking. At a point. 

Shes In West Cheser~Hawaii. 

He: Design vastly different. 

Shes West Chester's? 


le: Simple. Why I'm so preoccupied. Or have been. I'm satisfied 
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He: (cont) now. I have the picture. Just walk into it. it's done. 
She: You're an artist yourself. 


He: I'm a technician. Ninety nine percent. An artist spills over 
lines I ho]d to. His passion reveals. 


She: (indicating room) Passion? 

He: Forms of. I feel. 

She: And you have to get more. Of these forms of passion. 
Are they what you think of when? (sings) Do you ever 
think of me” 


He: I don't think about anything. If I did i'd quit. 
Any blunting would be horrible. 


Shes (false bass) The West Chester Plan? 

He: I'd rather not. 

She: (indicating space with two fingers) Thisssss much? 
He: All right. But even less. 

She: Don't fall apart. (He laughs.) Now that's rare. 
He: Only lately. 

She: And the other latelys. (He gets giggly.) 

He: Isn't this foolish? I can't stop! 

Shes You must! We're soldiers heres | 

He: Anyway-—- (She goes to him, sits on his lap.) 


She: Yahsssssss? 


He: This is serious. 


She: I'll say. (He pushes her gently up, leads her to her chair. ) 
I was hoping to show a warmer form of passion. Success guaranteed, 


Hes That would be ridiculous. 
| She: (in a mock scb as she sits) No risk. | 

He: (putting a foot up on/chair) Anyway. If you're still interested— 
Shes Anything! 


He: Fellow jogs at the college there. Quite fat so he waits 
till the cool of the evening. 
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She: (sings) Teli him I'll be here. 

He: (buttering cracker) Driver parks at the stadium and our friend 
heads down special road they have there...overflow traffic. 
Football games. I sit tennis bleachers (taps bag) 
waiting for partner. 

(whispers 
She: /The ole nonexistent partner. 


He: When I see the car I stroll into the woods. Students walk 
in there a lot. Lovers. 


She: Lovely word. 
He: But not in summer, 
Shes Of course not. Lovely lovely woods. 


He: Cut across to a point where the road== 


Shes: Bang bang you're dead! It's for technology and art and 
no love in the woods. 


He: They prefer a knife. 

Shes Oh? 

Hes Some personal thing. 

She: By all means. (rummages in bag) Oh! 

He: They call the tune. 

She: And you in white! 

Hes Don't worry. 

She: (slowly rising from chair) He runs. Heavily. You hear 
panting, full...slapping footfalls. As he becomes larger 
there's a a aa sort of phosphorescent rim around him, color 
of chalk but darkening. Trees behindhim are going black and 


he wears a powder blue jogging suit with white piping taking 
on the color of that pale, glowing rim around hin. 


Suit itself sort of flashes under open spaces in the trees. 
I see his glisteningh ips, his mouth swallowing light. 
Gone eyes when you slash in white white white! Flashing up! 
He: For one instant I live on an exploding star! 
She: (sits, suddenly calm ) I see dark blood hanging as if painted 


onp pane of glass, his blurry collapse behind it. Mixed-in 
tints of black and purple from the trees and sky. 
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He: (zipping bag) At any rate- 


She: I am the runner, running alone, my feet lifting up thin puddles ' 
of light. TI am exhausted and afraid. 1 am exhausted and afraid. : 
The trees are falling, the road cracks and slides, blood coils 
up from my mouth. 


He: (starting to exit with bag) Don't worry. 
Shes Kill me. 


You're not into sweat. 


(She starts from chair but is arrested by his coming back. ) 


He: Don't be silly. You're fine. 


